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are all agreed that Hamlet 1$ acted by the best player
who ever was on the stage."
"He the best player!" cried Partridge, with a con-
temptuous sneer, " why, I could act as well as he myself.
I am sure If I had seen a ghost, I should have looked
in the very same manner, and done just as he did. And
then, to be sure, in that scene, as you called It, between
him and his mother, where you told me he acted so
fine, why, Lord help me, any man, that is, any good
man, that had such a mother, would have done exactly
the same, I know you are only joking with me; but
indeed, madam, though I was never at a play in London,
yet I have seen acting before in the country; and the
King for my money; he speaks all his words distinctly,
half as loud again as the other. Anybody may see he is
an actor."
Thus ended the adventure at the playhouse, where
Partridge had afforded great mirth, not only to Jones
and Mrs. Miller, but to all who sat within hearing,
who were more attentive to what he said than to anything
that passed on the stage.
He durst not go to bed all that night for fear of the
Ghost; and for many nights after, sweated two or three
hours before he went to sleep, with the same appre-
hensions, and waked several times in great horrors,
crying out,." Lord have mercy upon us! there it is,"